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One 
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The I5 year-old girl pigeon-toed her saddle shoes toward each other and tried to fight off the feeling of being 
sick The sun streamed into the kitchen through the lace curtains her mother had made. The smell of the 
coffee brewing made her sick. The smell of her father's cigar made her sick The smoke curled toward the 
ceiling and she felt her entire breakfast wanting to come up and splash all over the checkered tablecloth and 


the dishes with the tiny painted blue flowers on them. 
"Sharon?" her mother said sharply as she ran out of the room and tore for the stairs, praying no one was in 
the bathroom. If they were she'd puke all over the floor in the upstairs hall. No one was there. She stood over 


the toilet and all the food she ate that morning came up, undigested. 


She leaned against the wall. She didn't feel that much better. She could still smell the coffee and the cigar 


from downstairs. She was pregnant. She missed her period and now she was puking..morning sickness. She 
thought of the boy she couldn't get enough of..Bill. Bill Rose. His name like a poem, like a romantic picture. He 
was wild and trouble and when he'd wanted to go all the way she hadn't wanted to stop him..and now look. 
Pregnant at I5. Her parents would kill her, her school, how could she walk around school with a huge pregnant 
belly? Or maybe she could get an abortion, but she'd heard of the back alleys and the rusty coat hangers, and 
she'd heard you could die doing that. The fear and anxiety flooded her until it filled every cell. 
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"So she was only I5 when she got pregnant with me, lb when | was born. She was a kid! She was so fucking 
worried and anxious and wished that it never happened, and that's what my grandparents wished for, and her 
friends, and aunts and uncles and the church, everyone. Can you imagine what it's like to have every single 
person in your life, from your mother on down to everyone else, can you imagine what it's like to have them 
wish you didn't exist? Unborn babies can sense this, all that worry and anxiety and the reactions that caused 
in her body when she was pregnant with me, | felt that. | still feel it. The shit started for me from like the 


very moment she realized | was there," 


The therapist, Nell, an older woman with straight gray hair in a neat pageboy, looked at her new client. He was 
a star, some musician, a singer. She knew this but she wasn't quite sure who he was. One of those groups 
that was on MTV, which she didn't really watch. She knew that her ignorance of his status, of his fame, was 
part of why they hired her. She supposed it would be hard to treat someone if you were constantly in awe of 
them. 


She saw before her a handsome, if vaguely feminine looking young man in his late twenties, but based on his 
recounting of his mother's early days of pregnancy, she knew he was 29. He had long, straight reddish hair, 
high cheekbones, and he was dressed in an odd way, blazer jacket over a T-shirt and ripped jeans. Cowboy 


boots. It must be the look, the popular look the kids liked 


"Did she tell you that story?" Nell said, trying to look into his eyes. He'd glance up from time to time but 


mostly he looked down or toward the far wall. 


"Yeah, | mean, | knew she was freaking out..! knew how young she was, that didn't go over well, especially in 

Indiana in |96l, Jesus. Once | found out that my stepfather wasn't my actual father, once | found out that all 
the shit | thought | dreamed or made up was real, | knew how fucked up things were. If my sister had got 

pregnant at I5 my parents would have killed her, and that was 1918," 


"You're angry with your mother?" Nell said. 


"Yeah! She didn't want me, you know? She didn't protect me from anything, not from my real father or my 
stepfather, not from any of the things they did to me..she just let it happen, she let everything happen..." 


"What did you want her to do?" Nell said, leaning back, and now there wasn't even the glancing eye contact of 
before. His gaze was fixed firmly on the floor. 


"I wanted her to stop it, to protect me..she chose these violent, sick men to be in my life, and | got fucked up 


because of it," 
"But one of them was your biological father. You wouldn't even exist if she didn't choose him," 


"Yeah, and he was the sickest bastard of them all. He kidnapped me and raped me when | was two, and back in 
1184 or so someone murdered him up in Illinois and they never even found the body..so I'm related to him, to a 


sick bastard who sexually abuses his own child and who got killed and he probably fucking deserved it," 


"So you're glad he's dead?" Nell said, her voice calm. The room was soothing and calm, tendrils of plants hanging 


over ledges, glass knickknacks catching the light. 


"No, not really. | don't know. If he was alive | wouldn't talk to him, | didn't even talk to his brother who tried to 
get in touch with me about a year ago, probably only because he knew | was rich and famous as fuck..so he 


probably just wanted to use me for something," 

"You never talked to him? Your uncle?" Nell said, the tree leaves rustling outside. 

"No. | had a show to do, so | had my brother talk to him," 

"Now, just to be a devil's advocate, maybe he wouldn't have been able to find you if you weren't famous. You 
know, you're on TV. and in magazines, and some of those things mentioned your real name, which is the same 
as his brother's, so he could put it all together. If you were still living in Indiana as Bill Bailey how could he 
have found you?" 


"He knew | fucking existed, but he never wanted anything to do with me before | was a famous rockstar," 


"So you tend to think people are out to use you and hurt you?" Nell said, the light outside growing dimmer by 


inches. 


"| don't know, maybe. Kind of. It seems like that sometimes," 


Two 
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The child was almost three but played in the playpen in the corner of the room, stacking blocks, pushing toy 
trains. His red hair was sparse and straight, and it picked up the light like fire. When the door banged open he 
looked up, the doorway was filled with the figure of a man, and he looked around the room, eyes frantic, rolling 
wetly in the sockets. Then they focused on the child in the playpen, who was staring up at him. 


"Billy, c'mon," he said, reaching over and scooping up the child, carrying him under his arm like a thing. Out into 
the winter sun, into the truck, and he clumsily buckled the child into the front seat and locked the passenger 
door. He looked around once more, at the empty street, at the dark house, at the frost stiff blades of grass, 
and then he slammed the truck into drive and took off. 


They arrived at another house on the edge of town, and he carried the child to the house and set him down 
inside, keeping his eyes on him while he fumbled with the needle in his pocket. 


"Come here, c'mon," he said, his voice deep, scratchy, like the child's voice would be one day. He caught him, 
held him struggling on his lap and tugged down his pants, aiming the needle at the muscle of his thigh, and he 
plunged it in. The child stiffened and then screamed in pain. 
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"This is true? Your father kidnapped you like that and injected you with something?" Nell said, trying not to 


sound incredulous. She knew of horrific cases of child abuse. 


"Yeah, he took me because no one was watching me, and | remember that needle, getting that shot. And | know 


that's when he raped me, 


"What was in the needle? You were conscious for all of this?" Nell said, leaning back, sipping her tea. It didn't 


really matter if this scenario was true or not, what mattered was he believed it to be. 


He wore ripped jeans and a T-shirt with what appeared to be the face of Jack Nicholson in the movie "The 
Shining", his mad face peering through the broken wood of the door. She had seen that movie and read the 
book, and she knew that the character of Jack Torrance had physically abused his son and had also been a 
victim of child abuse himself. 


"| dont know what was in it. | just remember getting a shot," 

"Okay. So he raped you..how, exactly?" she said 

"He fucked me up the ass," 

She stirred her tea and looked at the shine of his rings, at the pale skin of his knees visible through the rips 
in his jeans. She didn't think this story of the kidnapping and the rape was literally true, but she thought it was 


important. 


"How do you remember this, being so young?" she said, although she knew it was possible to remember things 


from that age, and even younger. 
| remember everything," he said, picking at the fraying white threads in the ripped jeans. 


"Do you think a child of that young of an age can survive a traumatic rape like that?" she said, peering at him 
from under her neat gray bangs. She was pushing him. 


"Yeah, | survived, didn't |? And | suffered the consequences of that for years, the pain, the tears in the 
muscles in my legs and down there..'m always in pain, I'm still in pain," he said. He wore a ring on almost every 


finger, and he played with them, moving them up to the knuckles of his fingers and down again. 


"Axl, look at me," she said, and he forced his gaze to meet hers. Pretty green eyes, pretty gold eyelashes. 
Therapy was painful. It was like digging out a sliver. 


"Do you think that a child who is barely three would survive being anally penetrated by an adult? That would 
tear the rectum and the lower bowel, and that child would bleed out and die. This didn't happen to you," she 
said. 


"It did. | remember it," he said, anger edging into his words. 


"It didn't. You wouldn't have survived. Let's switch gears for a minute, shall we? When was the last time your 


stepfather beat you?" 

He played with his rings again. He looked down again. He sighed, remembering. 
"| was lb," he said. 

"Did he ever rape you?" she said. 


"Nol 


"No, it's unthinkable? But he beat you, he hurt you, but being raped is worse, so there was someone who hurt 


you worse, right? Your biological father hurt you and abused you worse than the person you thought was 
your father, and who raised you. Getting beaten was bad, but it wasn't the worst thing that could happen. Did 
you fabricate this rape fantasy regarding your biological father to protect your stepfather? To make him the 
lesser of two evils?" 


"No, | hate him..| hated him..| hated both of them," 


"Maybe your stepfather raped you when you were older, when you could have actually survived being raped 
by an adult, and it was so horrifying and painful and shameful that you locked it away in your mind, and placed 
it somewhere else in time, with a biological father you actually have no memory of," 


"No, | remember, | remember getting that shot, | remember my mother coming to get me, screaming at him, | 
remember getting raped," 


"You probably do remember getting raped.but first. You said that when you were IT and going through some 
insurance papers at your parents’ house was when you discovered that your real father wasn't your 
stepfather. Was it then that you remembered being kidnapped by him and raped by him, did the memories 
come flooding back when you were IT? Because before you were IT you had no knowledge of this person at all, 


you didn't know William Rose existed, never mind knowing that he sexually abused you when you were barely 


three," 
Axl stared at the floor between his boots. 
"| know what | remember," he said. 


"Do you? Because memory is not a photographic documenting of events. Memories are malleable. Memories 
change over time. Wouldn't it be easier to think that you were raped by a man you never knew and who is 
now missing, and most likely dead? This isn't a person you have to see at Thanksgiving. Because getting beaten, 
even on a routine basis, isn't nearly so bad. Getting beaten is something you can live with..and those memories 
are reinforced by your brother and sister's memories of the same or similar events. But if he sexually 
abused you, your siblings would have no knowledge of it," 


"You think my stepfather raped me?" he said, his voice softer, the anger receding like a stubborn tide. 
"I think it's more likely than your biological father doing it when you were so young. If anyone raped you, an 


older male relative, he's a candidate. He was already in control of you, he already physically abused you. Rape 
is about power," 


Three 
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Whatever the transgression was faded to near insignificance in the face of the punishment. What did he do? 
Said the wrong thing? Did the wrong thing? Was it something that happened to be on the T.V. or the radio? 


How was he supposed to control that? 


There was no air in the room, he could see the crackles of anger gathering around his father, it was the look 
on his face, the posture of his body. It was the silence soon to be broken. The ten year old stood stock-still, 
afraid to move, afraid to breathe. He swallowed hard, feeling the working of his throat in the action, the tiny 
cells of his esophagus scraping against each other. He closed his eyes for a moment and wished for his 


mother, he wished to get scooped up and carried away to someplace safe. 


"Come here," his father said, the word low, but he heard the menace around its edges. He didn't go over to 


him but he didn't take off running, either. He was frozen. 


"Are you listening to me!" No more calm voice. His father reached for him, grabbing his small arm in his 


strong hand, squeezing, pulling him toward him, making him stumble. 


There were minute details to notice. The way the curtains were half drawn, letting the sun in around the 
edges. The way the TV sat crooked on its cheap fake wood stand. The way his sister and brother watched 
from the edges of the room, their faces all eyes. This could happen to them, and sometimes did, but most 


often he was the one who had to suffer the beating. 


"No, let me go.." Just a halfhearted plea he hardly believed in. Of course he had done something wrong, 
whatever it was, whatever he said, it was wrong, because his father was right. Better to just be quiet and 
take it, take the beating he deserved because he was sinful. 


His arm was wrenched nearly from the socket, and he heard the leather belt whistle through the air, felt it 
hit him, felt the sharp, stinging pain. He could feel his brother and sister's eyes on him, and wished they 
weren't home. Somehow it would be better if no one knew. 
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"So you thought you deserved to get hit with a leather belt?" Nell said, fixing the pleat of her skirt. Axl sat 
across from her, and his attire was a little more theatric today. He wore black leather pants and a T-shirt 


with the sleeves cut off. A blue bandana kept his red hair out of his eyes. 
"Yeah," he said, his eyes looking first at the floor and then at the edge of her face. 


"Why?" she said, stirring her tea She could see the grains of sugar, saw them dissolving. 


"Because | did something wrong, we always did something wrong," he said. 


"Who is "we"? You and your brother and sister?" Nell said, noticing the way his leather pants picked up the 
light. 


"Yeah. We did something wrong, | did something wrong, because my father was a Reverend, and he was always 
right, even more so than most kids' fathers, because he was backed up by God, and | didn't know that getting 
beaten like that wasn't normal. It had always happened, | figured it happened to everyone," 

"When did you realize it didn't happen to everyone?" she said, sipping the tea It was still a degree too hot. 

"| don't know. It was kind of slow. Like some kids, I'd go over their house, and it just seemed different, like they 
didn't have to be afraid there or something. | mean, for a while | just figured they got beat when no one was 
there, like how it happened to us. It really wasn't until | got here and would talk to people about that shit that | 
realized, really realized, that most kids didn't get hit almost every other day," 


"How did you feel when you realized that?" Nell said, peering at his green eyes. He had trouble with eye 


contact. His gaze was fixed on a spot in the middle distance. 

"How did | feel? It felt like | got ripped off," 

"What do you mean?" she said, wishing she could tilt his chin up and make him look at her. 

‘Like, some people got to have these awesome childhoods and everything and | was getting hit all the time," 
"So you were upset because other people had a better childhood than you had?" 

"Yeah, | guess so," he said, looking out the window. 


"So you decided to become famous so you could get the love and adoration from strangers that was missing in 


your childhood?" Nell said, and now he looked at her, his eyes narrowed to green slits. 

"| don't know if | decided to become famous," he said. 

"You did. Of course you did. You didn't go to a college or get a job where no one would know you, where you 
could work in relative obscurity. No. You came to Los Angeles and became the lead singer of a band. You were 
on stage night after night after night, because you needed something you didn't get while you were growing up, 
isn't that right?" 


Axl was quiet for a moment. He licked his lips. 


"I don't know. Maybe," 


Four 
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"Stop! Lace your hands behind your head! Do you have anything sharp in your pockets!" The barked orders and 
questions came fast, and through his fear the lb year old tried to comply and answer, but beneath the thin 


layer of fear was anger, and more anger. 


"Hands behind your back!" He was shoved against the police car and handcuffed, and then roughly pulled aside 
so one of the cops could open the back door to the police car. He saw the lights that swirled on top of the cop 
car hitting the houses and the trees, bringing people to their front doors where they stood behind the screen 


doors, the dumb curious looks on their faces. 

"Get in," the cop said, his sandy blond hair receding beneath his police hat. 

He leaned his head against the bulletproof glass of the backseat and noticed there were no door handles. He 
was trapped, locked in, and the handcuffs felt too tight on his wrists, and he tried not to feel the panicked 
trapped feeling that was trying to rise up from his stomach. 
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"What did you do to get arrested?" Nell said, stirring her tea, watching the sugar swirl like a tornado. Axl 
glanced at her and then looked away. 


"Sometimes | got into fights with people, sometimes it was because of drinking, I'd just lose it on someone. 


Sometimes it was nothing and the cops were just hassling me..they remembered my father," 


"They remembered William Rose?" she said, peering at him from under her bangs. He was looking out the 


window. 
"Yeah, some of the cops did...they told the others," 


"How many years later were you getting in trouble?" she said, tugging on the string to the tea bag, lifting it up 
and watching it drip. 


"Like 15, 20 years later," 


"And the police still remembered, and knew that you were his son despite the fact that your name was 


different?" she said, looking at the oversized image of Charles Manson on his white T-shirt. 


"Yeah, small towns are different. Everyone in them is like members of these perverted families, and there's 


secrets and shit. | might not have known who my real father was but the fucking cops in that town sure did. 


They hassled me all the time, they whistled at me like | was a girl-" 


"What?" Nell said, observing his eyes with the dark circles under them, the dark red beard stubble clinging to 
his cheeks and chin. There was something feminine about him, but in jeans and the boxy T-shirts he wore, 
with the three-day beard stubble, it was hard to see it today. His long hair didn't look very feminine, it looked 
slightly greasy, like a biker's long hair that fell over large, muscled shoulders. 


"Back then, even though it was the style in other parts of the country, no one, no guy had long hair like | did. 
And | was skinny, you know. Maybe from the back they'd think | was a girl, and they harassed me like that, 
whistling and catcalling and shit," 


"This is interesting," Nell said, sipping her tea and then setting it down on the white saucer. 
"What is?" he said, taking his pinkie ring and moving it up to his fingernail, then letting it fall back in place. 


It made you angry, when they treated you like a girl? Or whistled at you like you were a girl?" she said, 


peering at him from above the rim of her teacup. 
"Yeah, of course it did. They were doing it to make me angry," he said, the scowl coming back 


I'm not saying they were right, because it was a form of sexual harassment, so you can imagine how it feels 
to be a girl all the time..but it was also beyond that with you, it called into question your sexual identity and 
aligned you with a group who are not afforded the same privilege as heterosexual males in this society. In 
treating you like you were a girl, they put the fault of this misconception on you, not them. They were 
reacting to how you looked, so even though they were whistling, it was still your fault. Its similar to how it 
can be viewed that a female rape victim caused it by being provocative. Your long hair and your being thin 


made it your fault that you looked like a girl,” 
"| guess," he said, rubbing a hand across his cheek, producing that sandpaper sound. 


"But there's more, Axl. In that time and place it wasn't accepted to have hair that long if you were a male, it 
was a feminine signifier. Yet, you grew your hair that long. Then, when you came to LA. and were in the rock 
band milieu, long hair was much more common among the males, and was no longer the feminine signifier that 
it was in Indiana. So what did you do? You got both ears pierced, which is a feminine signifier again, males get 


one or the other ear pierced, and this indicates sexual preference. In early club shows you wore a kilt," 
"Yeah, some girl gave it to me, and I'm Scottish so you know, | wore it," 


"You're Scottish? Okay, but the kilt here in America isn't what it is in Scotland. Here men do not wear skirts, 
even kilts. It is feminine to do so. You had long hair, both ears pierced, you wore skirts on stage. In early club 
shows you wore these leather pants, “ass-less chaps" which are a garment borrowed from the homosexual 


culture, and in fact a very specific aspect of it..sadomasochism bondage and discipline aspects of it," 


"So? A lot of the bands wore leather stuff, it was part of the music scene then," he said, shifting in his seat, 


crossing one leg over the other. 


"Well, you're right, these things overlap and styles and fashions from one "scene" trickle down to another part 
of society in any manner of mutated forms, but the things you chose to wear were either feminine or 
homosexual signifiers. So you were trying to look like a girl or like a man that had sex with men, and the "ass- 
less chaps" invited that sex to be received, to be penetrated, like girls are penetrated, so its just very 


interesting," 
"It was just a style," he said. 


"Maybe. But you chose that style, and the reasons why are worth being explored," Nell said, as he shifted in 


his seat again. 
"So why? Why did | dress that way, if you know so much?" he said, looking in her eyes for a second. 


"It probably had to do with many reasons. From what you've told me so far, you were severely abused by 
both father figures in your life. Boys pattern who they will be as men on the men in their lives, but the men 
in your life beat and raped you, caused you pain and fear, and caused that in the people around you, like your 
mother and siblings. How could you pattern yourself after them? Or any man at all? You said that as a child 
you believed these things to be happening to your friends as well, so perhaps to all children. All men were 
suspect at one time for you, so you didn't want to grow up and be like them, so when you were able to, you 
began to incorporate feminine signifiers into your wardrobe and personal apparel, like hair length and earrings, 


to distance yourself from adult males whose behavior you did not want to emulate," 
Axl didn't say anything or even look at her, but he stared at the window and then the wall, examined his nails. 


"There may be other reasons," Nell said, her voice low. Axl looked at her. 
"What?" he said. 


"The more sexually provocative outfits might have had to do with your being sexually abused at one point in 
your childhood, it could be a symptom of your disordered sexuality. On your debut album, "Appetite for 


Destruction’ there is a song that features a recording of actual sexual activity between you and a girl," 


"Yeah, but it's there because it adds to the song, it adds ambience and texture..it's art," he said, the anger 
edging back into his eyes. 


‘lm not saying it isn't art, and I'm not denying that you are an artist. You are creative and express things 
about yourself through that creativity. That isn't what I'm talking about. I'm talking about the fact that you 
recorded yourself having sex and put it on an album that was intended for, potentially, millions of people to 
buy. What is more promiscuous than that? Millions of people have heard you having sex with that girl, the 
most intimate act a man and a woman can engage in is recorded and in the middle of a song on an album that 


has sold in the millions all over the world," 
"Most people don't really know it's real," he said. 


"Maybe not, but that doesn't matter. It isn't a secret. It took me only a few questions to the right people to 
discover that it was real, and as time goes on more people will know until it's common knowledge. But whether 
people know that or not isn't the issue. The issue is that you actually had sex in a recording studio and put it 
on the album, exposing your promiscuity for the world to hear, and for future generations to discover as 


well," 
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He squeezed his eyes shut, anticipating another blow, but it never came. As he slumped to the floor he heard 
the heavy footsteps stomping away, and he felt the sharp ache from being kicked and punched and shoved to 
the floor, and the world began to dissolve in hazy shades of gray when he felt someone's arms around him, 
cradling him against them and the soothing little noises like a dove's coos. The pain was receding by inches, 
trying to reach the dull ache it would sustain for days afterward as the bruises intensified to purple/black and 
then faded to yellow/green. He knew by how he was being gently rocked that it was his mother holding him, 
trying to make him feel better. 


1991 

"So this was the only time your mother showed you any affection, after you were beaten?" Nell said, her 
voice calm. Axl had shaved close today, and his hair was freshly washed and still damp, looking close to brown 
instead of red. The close shave made him look years younger than when he had stubble or a beard. 

"No, not every time. Only the worst times, only when | couldn't stand up anymore and was about to pass out," 
"Are you angry with your mother?" Nell said, peering at him from under her neat fringe of gray bangs. He 
was fidgety today, shifting in his seat, bouncing his legs up and down, touching his fingertips to his thumb in 


succession. 


"Yeah, she let all that shit happen to me, she was supposed to protect me," he said, looking down and away 
from Nell. 


"How? What did you want her to do?" Nell said, sipping her tea. It was chamomile. 
"| don't know, leave him when he beat the shit out of us, doesn't that make sense? Why would she stay with 
him? We could have moved in with my grandmother or to some apartment or something, but she didn't leave 


him and she always took his side," 


"What kind of a relationship do you have with your mother now?" Nell said, looking out the window for a 


moment at the perfect LA. blue sky. 
"| don't know," he said, his voice quiet, and he glanced at Nell and then away. He looked so young, she thought. 
"You don't know?" 


"We talk on the phone once in a while, she came to one of our shows.” His voice was getting quieter, but the 


fidgeting stopped. Nell stirred her tea, hearing the porcelain ringing of the spoon along the side of the cup. 


"She's been to only one of your show? How many times have you performed?" she said, knowing it was well 


into the hundreds. 
"So many...” he said. 


"Are you angry with her for never coming to see any of them? The show she saw was in Indiana, wasn't it?" 
Nell said, her eyes flicking down from his drying red hair to his white high top sneakers. 


"No, it's..they weren't in places she would have wanted to go to. She's like, super religious, just like my dad, and 
they'd think it was all sex and drugs and sinful. | was surprised they even went to the one in Indiana," 


"Why did they?" Nell said, feeling like she was pulling teeth with him today. He was unusually quiet and subdued. 
"| don't know, we were close by, | don't know. | guess they wanted to see one of the shows," 


"Did you like having them there at that show?" Nell said, her tone of voice lowering. She smoothed the pleats 


on her skirt. 
"Not really," he said, closing his eyes for longer than a blink 
"Why not? Why didn't you like them being there?" she said. He sighed and closed his eyes again. 


"Can we end this early today? | just..!m not up for this today," he said, and then he looked straight at her. His 
eyes were almost pleading with her to let him go. Nell gazed back at him. 


"You're not up for this? Just tell me, why didn't you like them being there?" she said. 
"| don't know," he said, sighing again, sliding down a little in his chair until his tailbone rested on the edge of it. 


"You do know, and even if you don't just start talking about it.what you say is okay here, Axl. I'm not a 
reporter who is going to misquote you or someone pretending to be your friend who will run and tell your 


family what you said. It's safe here, just talk," 


"Okay," he said, sighing again, sitting up a little. He looked tired, there were dark circles under his eyes. This 
coupled with the close shave and his clean hair made him look like a teenager who stayed out too late the 


right before. 


"Uh, | guess | didn't like them being there because | felt like | couldn't say the shit | wanted to say, the shit | 
needed to say, because they had always stopped me. Because when | was a kid they didn't let me do anything, 
they didn't let me listen to the music | wanted to or see the movies | wanted to and they never let me have 
my interests, they just. don't know. | didn't have that many friends as a kid because | was different, kids can 
sense this shit. When you're getting beaten at home all the time you don't act right in school or around other 


kids, | was too angry or too jumpy or both, it was just fucked up. So when | finally got away from them and all 
their shit, all their abuse and their keeping the screws to me, and them holding me down and holding me back, 
when | finally left all that shit | made friends in LA, l.l wasn't that fucked up kid with the fucked up family 
from the poor fucking side of town anymore, things were equal in a way | had never known that they could be, 
and | could listen to shit | wanted to and dress how | wanted to without someone smacking me around..and 
everything was so fucking pent up and it came out, a lot of it came out on stage and in those songs, those 
"Appetite for Destruction’ songs and then, playing that show back in Indiana with my whole family there..it was 
just weird, like | was a kid again, like I'd gone back. | didn't like it, that's all." 


